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CHAPTER VIl.—-Continued. - 3
For a moment he il
Qoks again was silent, then he

"Aﬁd — other things — have failed
out’ and as he asked it, his heart|

at oddly and straagely. |
“Yes, they have failed me,” she re-
phe;i, very slowly.
“You mean—you have lo - :
you hive been—1" e “nd‘
“I1 hive been disillusioned,” sh* broke |
in somewhat abruptly, |

and after a
short moment of silence she added,’

with a certain harsh coldmess, "1 have
done with love forever." '

“But you have not done with friend-
ship, at least i he answered. “You |
still believe 1n that, do you not? YYou
could still understand that a man|
might devote his entire life, his whole
existence, to your service, his whole be-
ing to further your smallest whim,
and yet ask for nothing in return from
you—for nothing, before God, 1 say it!
but for your friendship. Can you be-
lieve this 1"

For 1 moment or two she was silent.
Some! hing indeed rose chokingly in
bher throat that stifled her utierance.
Some!bing that sbe was unwilling for
him to know of. Mea had often offer-
ed her love before, but never such love |
as this was—to her very heart she felt|
it. And, yet, perhaps, hecause sh: felt’
it 20 much, her next words, when she
could speak safely, sounded even in
her own ears (o be shallow and mean-
ingless, |

“My dear boy, the age of chivalry is
preity well over 1 imagine " .

“You laugh at me? You reject my
friend=hip ¥

“No. God knows | neither laugh at
you,” she replied, quickly, snd with a
desp earnestness, “nor do | refuse to
accept whal must be, in any case, of |
infinite value to me."

“l only ask to see you, to be near
you, lo speak to you now and then,
not oftem, but now and then. Surely
it is not much to ask 7" he said very
humbly, almost whizpering the words
as he bent towards her.

“Listen to me, Geoffrey,” he pressed
the hind that rested on his arm as
she used his pame; but she let that
pass., I have someihing that I must
say to you, Do not iaterrupt me. God
knows that, for my own sake, your
fricnaship and your presence would be
precious things to me, but Lhere are
other (hings. You are young, you
have your way to make in the world.
Your carger is before you. It will not
help you to be much with me—it will
hinder you. Believe me, 1 know far
better than you do. 1 have lived my
life, & life of storms and troubles, It
will not do for you to mix yourself up
in my affairs. You bave friends, rela-
tions, duties, a life that is opening be-
fora you, and with which I can never
have anything to do. Believe me, it is
wisest and hest for us both that we
shounld pever willingly meet again.”

“Why are you so ciuel to mei" he
broke in impetuously. “What has my
life amd my career to do with the
friends [ may make? Surely 1 have
asked for little enough — for little
enough—only to be called your friend!
You cannot be so cruel as to deny me
that small boon.” '

“Geoffrey,” she sald once ImOre, “do
aot let us blind ourselves. What you
sny to me is very heautiful, and you
mean every word of it ; but—do not e
angry—it is not true! Perhaps 1 am
unwomanly to say it to you, but if I
am unwomanly, 1| am at least, wise.|
What you beieve to be friendship
would end in—in love—and al _the|
botiom of your heart you know 1L is |
0. Now it will not do for you 10 love |
me, it would bring you a greal deal |
more sorrow thamn I should care to be!
the cause of. I am six years older than |
you are. 1 am a Catholie, and you ure\
the son of a Protestant clergyman. |
am tied hand and foot by claims whu:h1
I am unable either to rid myself of,!
or even to explain to you. And in any
ecase it is an utter impossibility that I
could ever respond to your affection,
or bring you anything but misery 1D
return for your love. Now do jyou
anderstand me? Have I spoken plain-
Iy emough i '.

Her voice had been calm and quiel| ... 4 jaoyils laugh at another self-decep-|

enough up to the very last. But now,'
just at that last question, it wavered |
% little and trembled. She had 5p+;en1
gery plainly—too plainly perhaps. Was/
gver woman so brave, and so fearless,
or, as she had gaid, “so wise1”

But her words had not the effect |
which she intended them to have. If'
they had mot been spoken he would |
perhaps have deluded himself a litile|
more—have remained wilfully blind a
little longer. But DOw her honest
words had brushed all the shams and
ihe cobwebs away. She had told him
that he loved her, and he kn'w l]:l.-'l'.l
she had told him what was the truth.
Her courage only intemsified his l.ll‘-l
light in the love which could no long-
er remain hidden. :

“Well, yes, then,” he answered her
aftar a pause, in a low voice of concen-
trated passion. “1 suppose you are
right. I should love you—I do love
you. [ see what it means now; a
man does not feel friendship, but love,
for such a woman as you are. Per-'
haps it is as well to know it and to
own it, once for all; bat after to-night,
since you tell me my love is so wui=-
tarly hopeless, 1 will mever speak of it
agein to you, never trouble you with
it. [ shall serve you and devote my-
«olf to you just the same.s You will
know (hat it is love, but you shall nev-
er hear me speak of it again. 1 swear
it to you! You cannot prevent my go-
ing on loving you."

“put this is sheer madness,!"” she
eried. "“Would you spoil your whole
life for the sake of a woman who cam
pever be anything to you i '

“1 would spoil
had them to spoil or to spend, for your
gake!” he answered passionaiely. *List-
sn now (o me, Rose—my Rose !—who 18
pever to be mine—I do not ask you
why you have said so, I will never
guesiion you. What you say is law to
me for ever—shall ever be so. 1 wall
be your slave, your servant, anything,
so long asl may see you and speak to
gyou. You cannot stop my loving you
eny more than you can prevent the sun
from shining upon you, Or the birds
~.m singiag »ed the flowere trom

| that at

hﬂa she had told him; he asked for so

' which came in to condemn her. That

a dozen lives, if II.

T

|

blossoming about you. My love shall
trouble you mo more than they do,
only you will know it is there—always
therse. You tell me I am young and
my life only beginning—well, it has be-|
gun—begun and ended in my love for
you as far as love is concerned; that

| is now a part of myself, 1 cannot alter!

or change myself ; it will not hart you./
Have you got so much love in your life
that you can afford to throw away
mine as utterly valueless i’ ;

“No: God knows that I have mot,”
she answered, deeply moved. *God
knows that I am lonely enmough; but
how can I suffer you to sacrifice your-
self to me 1" }

“It will be no sacrifice. If you are
lonely, as you say, then 1 shall be able |
to cheer your loneliness and to bring
some human interest into your life;
that will be enough happiness for mse.
I ask for nothing better. You will lntl
me come down and see you, will you
not

How was she to refuse himf? She|
bad fought so well, struggled so hruva-!
Iy, but now she could hold out no long- |
er. A garrison that holds a traitor
within its walls always gives in at the
end, and in Rose's heart there was a
secret traitor,

Right and wrong! Right and |
wrong ! That was what kept on ring- |
ing in her heart remorselessly like the
beat of a timepiece backwards and for-
wards. Right and wrong! Right and
wrong |

Well, she had fought for the right,
but the right seemed so hard, and the
wrong was so cloaked and disguised
last it hardly seemed to bel|
wrong at all. Was it worth while to
keep up the fight for what was but a
shadow at the worst 1"

Bhe was so tired, so sad, so lonely,

little, and he asked it in such a fashion
that she could not deny it to him, for
he would not be denied. Geoffrey, tac-
ing this first great love of his life and|
grasping it boldly with both hands,
was no longer an adoring boy, younger
than herself, he was a man, with all
man’s purpose and decision. For when
once love has been spoken of between a
man and a woman, it is the man who
becomes her master, and (hs woman|
whose glory it is to bumble herself be-
fore him. Rose de Brefour, who knew
life and its pitfalls better than he did—
Rose knew this—she knew that a wo-
man who allows and half consenis to
a man's love is no longer able to dic-
tate terms to him, can no lcnger kecp
back the floodgates which she has half
opened to him. She kmew it, and yet
she hlinded herseli to it—turning ber
eyes away, stifling down her conscience
—beating back with specious argu-
ments the throng of self-comvictions

was her sin. She was wilfully weak,
truting wvaguely, hoping feebly that
somehow in the end strength might re-
turn to her, yet knowing all the while
that what she hoped for would be a
miracle, and that miracles were not
likely to be wrought in her favor, so
that she might be enabled to regain
the position which her own weakness
was flinging to the winds.

So along the frozem ice these 1LWwO,
whose destinies were mow irrevocably
pledged to mingle and to influence
each other, glided along in silence,
whilst ever they drew nearer and near-
er to the gay crowd of skaters with
their laughter and their swinging lan-
terns.

'Then Geoffrey pressed the hand upon
his arm.

“Te!l me Rose—I may come "

“You may come, Geoffrey,” she an-
swered scitly.

“Spcon? Very soon?
said eagerly.

“Fairly soon,” she said, smiling.

“Next week 7"

“Yes, next week, if you like."

She withdrew her hand, but he
Emght it once more and pressed it

ard.

“God bless you, dear,” he murmured.

Did God bless her ¥ Alas, how often
do such blessings invoked upon the
head we love fall short and never reach
(heir destination. God sent no bles-

When ! he

sing here. Rather, did angels weep

tion of frail, erring humanity |

— e —

CHAPTER VIIL

Winter was over, and spring was
nigh at hand. The sap was rising in
the trees, liitle swollem brown buds up-
on the branches proclaimed the advent
of a new life, greem shoots of crocus
and snowdrops shot up on all sides|
from the brown bosom of the earth, the
days waxed longer and lighter, the sun
stood up higher in the pale bLlue hea-
vens, 2 fine white dust whirled about
at will, and a keen old English east
wind blew unceasingly and cuttingly
through the very bones and marrow of
the shivering inhabitants of the Brit-
ish Isles.

The Spring of the Poets. Whare haa
it gome, did it ever exist, did they
dream of it only? Or, like other and
sadder things im our land, has it
changed its very essence and being
Where are the “vernal showers,’” the
“green fields that sleep in the sum,”
{he southern breezes, the luxuriance of
Spring’'s flowers, the voices of Spring
in the air? Have all these things pass-
ed and gone from us for ever, or have
they never had any existence save in
the fantastical imaginations of those
whose trade it was to sing about them?
Far otherwise comes Spring in
latter days to us. Chills and shiver-
ings, bronchitis and congestions, these
are May's messengers now. Hurrying
away of those who can fiy to warmer
climaies, groanings and moanings un-
eeasing from those whose business, or
whose poverty forces them to remain;
Oh, sham sweets of Spring! oh, falsas
flowers of fancy, that blossom only to
be blighted! Oh, all unreal rupbish
written about green swards and reclhin-
ings thereon! Who were those shep-
herds and shepherdesses of which our
Poets have written so unceasingly f—
who tended their new-borm lambs in
the thinnest of cotton materials, deck-

ed with pink ribbons, and made love| Rose
hedge

to each other upom primrose

banks, with o sublime disregard of
r tism and Jumpago. In the
year of our Lord, 1888 ~o man not en-

veloped In a fur-lined Ulster, w1
- A iLe Y
n, not te

therefore recklessly 4
venture to sit down upon the grass in
the early weeks of April or the la
days of March. Yet it is upon a
man in such a position that the cur-
tain of the mext scepe in my little
drama rises, A woman well wrapped
up in furs it is true, but a woman who
sits upon the grass, upon the sloping
gside of a green-shouldered hill,
looks out toward the far east with
longing eyes. As I have said, this wo-
man, who so recklessly braves the ter-
mﬁmﬂ an English Spring day, must,
wifhout a doubt, be desperately. an
fearfully in love,
merrily and icily about her, her little
dog cuddles up closely against her
skirts, striving to shelter himself in
their folds: now and then she shudders
and draws her fur ecloak closer about
her, but’ still she sits on motiocless,
and watches. Before her lies spread
out a wide flat landscape, hazy with
the faint sunshine, and fading away
into the pale blue gmﬁaas of the sky.
Immediately below, tween herself
and the plains beneath, is the wooded
hollow where Hidden House lay buried.

What is it that Rose de Brefour eits
so patiently on the grass, in the east
wind, waiting to seef

Omly a thin, white line of smoke, far,
far away, that presently will come
pnearer and nearer, bringing to her the
one thing that ever brings brightness
into her lonely life. Far, far away,
across the distance, she seea it at last
—a thin white speck—a mere puff of
swan's-down upon the dark, purple
Laund.anapui A sigh of relief escaped

r.

“He is near me,” she murmured be-
low her breath, rising quickly to her
feet, and then added, with a little im-
patience and anger, “Ah, what a fool
I am to care so much."

The dog uttered a bark of delight.

A few little shivering lambs upon
the hill-side capered away downwards
in startled fear, and Rose bent her
head before the cutting wiad, and hur-
ried away downwards too.

She cared too much—far too much—
and she knew it. How much that
caring amounted te, only those can
divine who have lived and suffered
much, to whom joy and brighiness
have become dead things, whose exist-
ence has been emerged into ene dark,
dreary level of endurance and mono-
tony, and to whom suddenly, as by the
touch of a magician's hand, life and
love and hope have sprung up again
upon the barren soll, and things deem-
ed for ever to be dead have burst up
once more into breathing vitality.
That was what Geoffrey Dane's weekly
visit to her had become—the main-
spring of her whole existence; the
very pivot upon which her life was
centred.

Still, as she walked downwards, her
eyes remained fixed as by a magnet
upon that streak of white; winding,
twisting, now to one side, now to the
other, disappearing now and then be-
hind a belt of trees, burying itselfl for
o brief moment into a cutting, but
aver growing nearer and nearer across
the wide valley below.

Presently she reached the fence
which encircled the plantations about
her house. She did not enter the gate,
but skirted the belt of trees until she
came out on the rough, chalky road be-
low the house. Here, beneath a great
bare beech-tres, just bronzing over
with tiny arrow-like shoots, she rested,
leaning her back against the smooth,
whitened trunk, and wrapping her
cloak closely about her. From here
she could no longer see the advancing
train, only the long chalk road that
sloped steeply downwards, and up
which the brougham which she had
sent to meet him at the little wayside
station, short of Coddisham, at which
he always alighted, would presently re-
turn. There was the same look of
glad expectancy in her eyes, and the
little white terrier sat up against her
dress, with pricked ears, and body
quivering with sympathetic eager-
ness. It was charaoteristic of the
change that had taken place in her that
she carried no well-worn volume in
her hands. She was, perhaps, con-
scious of this wonderful faect herself,
for half instinctively her hand felt in
the large pocket of her cloak for some
one of her dearly-loved companions of
other days. And she smiled a little
sadly when she found that the pocket
was empty.

“How right he was,” she murmured,
with a smile, “when he said that books
cannot fill one’'s lifel” But she sigh-
ed a little, too, for those old friends of
hers had, at least, been safe; bui, as
for this new thing that had come into
her life, it was fraught with terrible
danger, in which there was, nevert he-
less, an element of almost irresistible
fascination.

It was now two months ago since, up-
on the frozen water meadows below
Harliford Hall, Rose, had given to her
young lover the reluctant perimission
that he had craved from her to come
down and visit her in her home. Ever
since that day he had come weekly to
see her. He arrived by the evening
train, got out at a wayside station
short of Coddisham, was met by Ma-
dame de Brefour's brougham, and was
driven up to Hidden House.

Here he dined with Madame, and
slept in a little chamber over the
stables, which Martine and Madame
had converted into a very. comfortable
bedroom for his reception. Generally
he went upstairs to Monsieur's room,
and a few minutes’' conversation took
place between them, in broken English
on the one side and bad French upon
the other, chiefly concerning the wea-
ther. Monsieur, who seemed scarcely
to understand who bhe was, then dis-
missed h'm unceremoniously, for he was
not fond of strangers, and he only tol-
erated “Monsieur Geoffrey,” as he call-
ed him, because he was not required to
do anything towards enteriaining him.
This small concession to les convenances
over, Geoffrey gladly made his way
down again to Rose’s library, where the

cosy evenings over the fire-light
flew all too swiftly for them both. As
a rule, he remained till an afternoon
train the next day, and then went back

lowing -
quent interviews were of necessity be-
tween an enthusiastic

udlhm

The wind whistles spoken

to her
cratic uncle whom he served, and the
aunt whose fate he sincerely pitied,
and who was always affectionate to

d| him ; also about his own hitherto un-
: tak- | An orchestra of Blue Bells

hopes of being even
en into partnership, and becowning &
rich man in consequence. Rose heard,
too, all about the Miss Hallidays—how
pretty and ‘ pleasant they were, bow
m they skated, - what a beautiful
: Angel had, and how her sym -
thetic mature had somehow remi

him of herself. She was never tired
of hearing about them. :

“You will marry one of them some
say,” she suid to him once, with a con-
fident little nod.

To be Continued.
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PACED BY A LION.

A Wheelman Makes the Greatest Effort of
Hix Life for Abouli Twe Miles.

I rode on my bicycle from Blantyre
on Monday afternoon, Aug. 22, and
reached Mr. Etroud's, Mrs. Bunce's
agent's before the sun went down
and after waiting for a few minutea
started again, just after sunset, says
a writer in the British Central African
Gazette. By the time I got to the Na~
mazi crossing, where my private road
crosses the Blantyre-Zombra main
road—beyond Mr. Morkel's plantation,
it had got quite dark, except for a lit-
tle light the new moon was giving.
The main road has only just recently
been made, and is quite soft and lum-
py, besides being very steep for at
least half its length. The rest of it
is fairly level, but none of it is in &
condition for ecycling yet, except the
portion which extepds from my first
plantation to my house, which was
made some time ago, and is now nice
and hard.

When I left the main road I dis
mounted and started pushing my bicy-
cle up the hill, but before I had gone
far I heard a heavy body pushing its
way through the bush on my left. 1
thought it was some big gume, possis
bly an eland or buffalo, but as l_Ialt &
gertain amount of uneasiness I went to
the other side of the road and pushed
away as quickly as I could. When I
had gone a short distance up the slopa
I looked around and almost had a fit
when I saw & fullgrown lion stand-
ing across the road, broadside on, with
his head turned toward me, and as 1
looked he started in pursuit. 1 at-
tempted to mount my machine, but
owing to the slope and my exc.tement
I failed twice. The third time I suc-
ceeded in getting away, and I did pedal
for all I was worth, but the machine
kept wabbling across the road, and I
saw that the lion had lessened the dis-
tance between us by about half, though
1 was still fifty yards from the top
of the slope. He kept up a low growl-
ing ell the time, and I could hear
him more and more distincily every
time as he still lessened Lhe distance
between wus. I think I could easily
have outstripped hum If it bad beem
level, but the machine kept up a rattle,
over the inequalities in the road, and
once or twice I was almost thrown off.
[ .did mot dare to look back; indeed,
there was no need, as the growl plain-
ly told me that he was almost on me,
but at last I reached the crest, and
flew down the opposite slope. I then
suddenly remembered that there was
an open culvert across the road some
200 yards ahead, but there was no
time to dismount, so 1 rode into it, and
the shock flung me high out of the
saddle, but I fell back om it without
being knocked off. Fortunately the
side of the drain next the hill was high
and the opposite side low, so that the
machine was not struck in the culvert,
and though the front fork was twist-
ed and the front wheel grated against
it, it was not quite jammed, and I
was able to ride on. Vhen 1 reached
the smooth part of the road near my
first plantation, [ was able to get up a
good rate of speed, but I no longer
heard the growl in the rear,

Next morning I went back along the
road, and I found the lion had come
as far as the culvert and had there
come to a stand. The chase, there-
fore, lasted along the whole read from

the main line through the forest to my
house, & distance about two miles.

NO PRISONS NEEDED.

Enviable State of Pablic Morals In Ieelandd

In Iceland there are mo prisons, and
the inhabitants are so honest in their
habits that such material defenses to
property, as locks, bolts and bars are
not required. Yet its history for the
past 1,000 years records no more than
two thefts,

Of these two cases one was that of a
native who was detecled after stealing
several sheep; but as he had done 80
to supply his family, who were suffer-
ing for want of food, when he had

broken his arm, provisions were furn-
ished to thq.l;, and work was found for

i was able to do it, and
meanwhile he was placed under medi-
cal eare; but the &t attached to
crime was dered sufficient

The other theft was made by a Ger-
man, who stole 17 sheep. But as he
comfortable circumstances, and

. malicious, the semt-

was that he

smallest opeming for breaking it. Their
conversation was sometimes nf.huh'l

sorrect guesses.
| The fotltu-r»f is an old game, bul
so lively and stir

THE FLOWERS' BALL.

*Tis a legend so 1'm told,

How the flowers gave a banquel
In the ivied days of old;

How the posies gave a parLy once
That wound up with a ba

How they held it in a valley
Down in “Flower Kingdom Hall.”

Sat upon a grassy knoll
And pealed forth gentle music
That guite captured every soul.
The Holly hocked a pistil
Just to buy, a suit of clothes,
And danced with all the flowereis
But the modest, blushing Rose.

The Morning Glory shining
Seomed reflecting all the glow

Of dawn, and took a pariper;
It was young Miss Mistletoe.

Miss Maggie Nolia from the south
Danced with Forget-me-not ;

Sweet William took Miss Pink in tow
And danced a slow gavolle.

Thus everything went swimmingly
'‘Mongst perfumed belles and beaux,
And every blossom reveled sawe
The modest, blushing Rose.
Miss Fuchsla sat around and told
For floral emulation,
That she had actually refused
To dance with A. Carnation.

The Coxcomb, quile a dandy Lhere,
Began to pine and mope,

Until he had been introduced
To young Miss Heliotrope.

8ir Cactus took Miss Lily out,
And he swung her so about,

She asked Swest Pea to Cauliflower
And put Slr Cactus out.

Miss Pansy took her Poppy
And she waltzed him down the line
Till they ran against the old Sunflower
With Miss Honeysuckle Vine.
The others at the party that
Went whirling through the mazy,
Were the Misses Rhode Dendrom,
Daffodil and little Daisy.

Miss Petunia, Miss Verbena, Violet,
And sweet Miss Dahlia,
Came fashionably late, arrayed
In very rich regalia. :
Miss onia, sweet Miss Buttercup,
Miss Lilac, and Miss Clover;
Young Dandelion came in late
When all the feast was over.

The only flower ihat sent regrels
And really couldn’'t come,

Who lived in the Four Hundred, was
The vain Chrysanthemum.

One floweret at the table
Grew quite ill, we must regret,

And every posy wondored, too,
Just what Miss Mignonette.

Young Tulip chose Miss Orchid
From the first, and did not part,

With her until Miss Mary Gold
Fell with a Bleeding Hearl.

Bui ah! Miss Rose sat pensively
Till every young bud passed ber,
When just to fill the last quadrille,

The little China Aster.

HOLIDAY GAMES.
It is gquite =ns necessary to have a

prearranged order and a leader ap-
pointed for the games and simple
amusements before the evening ar-

rives, as for musical and literary pro-
grammes. Otherwise much time |s
Jost in useless and confusing discus-
gion, and there is a lack of harmony
and smoothness. An older sister or a
maiden aunt or a spinster friend is
usually called to this office. A few
clever women with peculiar grace in
this direction have, in smaller towns,
added considerably to limited incomes
by undertaking for a fair sum to di-
rect and manage the gamesand amuse-

out. Kach contestant must take the
whole line from head to foot. Finally
when the issue is between only a few
and then parrows down perhaps 1lg
two, the excitement is great. To the

victor goes the spoil, usually a hox of
sweets with some trifle attached, se
that part may be shared by all as the
former is about .

For a house-pariy an impromplu
fancy-dress ball is full of fun. The
hostess apnounces at dinner or suppe:
that a bell will be rung or the gong
sounded at a certain hour, say eight
o'clock; and again at half-past eight
and in this limited time each guoest is
expecied to arrange and appear in a
character costume oul of the things at
hand. Many are the straits and diffi
culties of providing wunusual adorn.
ments. Bearfs, draperies, golf-capes,
mackintoshes, nurses’ aprons and upﬁ
lace mantles, ete., are seized upon an
adapted for sailors, policemen, Mexi-
can bandits, Rob Roy, Priscilla and
John Alden, Lady Babbie, and the first
inspiration that comes. A dance fol-
lows—a Roger de Coverley — in which
all have a show. The bells chime of-
ten and the moon rides high before the
fun and merriment ceades and the
good-nights are said, as one after an-
other mounts the long stairs

— ——

INEXPENSIVE CANDIES

Banta Claus deals out candy very

sparingly to some children. Hae
either thinks it burtful or his finances
get low before he makes the rounds.
The following recipes can meel with
his approval in either case:
Candied Hickory-nuis.—Pick out one
quart of hickory-nul mecats, and be
careful nol to let tiny pieces of shucks
fall in. Beat the whites of ~two
eggs, and add ome half cupful of fine
granulated sugar, pour this frosting
over the nuts, mix carefully, and
spread on a platter; scalter ovel dry
sugar, and stir them until the meals
do not stick together. then set In &
oool place Lo dry.

Maple-sugar Tafly —Let maple mo-
lagsses boil until it will stiffen when
dropped into cold waler; ihen take
from the stove and set the dish or ket-
tle where it will cool as rapidly as pos-
gible. D)o not stir the syrup until it
has become guite & Lhick Wik, nnd
then with a paddle or stout spoon sUT
until white and hard. An addition of
hickory-nut meat to the Wax before
stirring greatly improves il for some
people. The success in nice tafly lies
in preventing it becoming grainy. lo
accomplish this do not stir the molass-
es any until it is sufficiently boiled
and then cooled. If am inch in depth
around the top of the pan is buttered
the syrup will not beoil over.

Cream Candies.—Ileat logether tLae
white of one egg and twe lablespoon-
fuls of sweet ceeam; then add confee-
tioners’ sugar uniil the batter is thick
enough to work with the hand. Rub
sugar over Lhe palms of the hunds,
then roll out little bails of Lhe candy
the size of marbles, flatten, and prese
a half walpat, hickory-nut or alinond
meat into the top; place on buttered
paper to dry. Une musl woik rapidly,
as Lhe paste dries oul guickly, and
cannot thenm be made into such nice
shape as when moist,

HOUSEHOLD HINTS.
To Remove Acid Btains from Cloth.
—Use liguid ammoniaon a small piece
of flannel; rub the stain gently.
To Drive Away Mice. — Powdered
camphor placed in the haunts of mice
will drive them away, as Lhey dislike

' the smell.

lLotion for Whitening the Neck and

ments, the home dances, the music,
and the siory-telling during holiday
times or when, for any reason, thai
mother or hostess wished to be assisted i
or relieved. At the wvarious sanita-|
riums there is usually an unlenuin-i
ment committee, a few of the stronger |
patients and the caretakers managing |
the different evenings, soasto relieve
them of monotony and tedium. |

The book game carried out in |
variety of ways is full of fun and gives
considerable play for originaliry. Hm'h;
person chnoses for himself the name of

a book he islo represent in charade or
costume, or by adrawing. With the
entire absence of ability to draw the

result is somelimes startling. With
a bit of charcoal, ‘Paradise Lost/ Jet |
us say, is suggesiad, done in putline on
a large square of white paper tacked
against the wall. Over a five-barred
meadow-gate the would-be artist draws
something with n strange kinship of
appearance to the field “'scarecrow,”
and two diminutive figures balow are
seen fleeing from Lhis Angel of Jus-|
tice.~ Two or three inferior creatures
soon after hobble through the room
asking for alms, nodding and shaking
their heads and crutches when refus-
ed. A good deal of puzzling and guess-
ing brings forth 'Les Miserables.” A
sheet of paper was passed aboul on
which in a circle around a blank cen-
tre was written the little word " A-
do.” Could not ome muke oul of Lhis
“Much Adc About Nothing?' “Over the
Te:-Cups admits o capital working
out. us does also the '‘Descent of Man'—
coming down a step-ladder. “The Lady
of Quality’ gives room for some fine
airs and head-tossings in old-faxhion- |
ed bonnet and shawl, “Under the led
Robe” is an easy title to suggest, and
a good part in the hands of a romping,
lively maiden would be “The Cireus
Gigl! In some cuses the guesis are in-
v to a library party, and all the
titles are arranged :uggestively in
drawings or still-life studies about the
room, and it is the part of the com-
pany to guess as many as ihey cana
prize going for the largest number of

ring it is worth re-

‘|tatoes, smooth and round and not too
.| large, at intervals on each side of the
room,

What hlr-n“.pllt'phl-
mﬂnﬂw&hﬂhhmmﬂh'ml Well, a woman who buys a

calling. Plase two rows of white po-

leaving a broad middle space be-
t Sldes are chosen by the nppu-J
ing contestants, and & leader for each,

| 3000 pounds.

Arms —Hall ounce horax, 4 ounces gly-

cerine, 8 pints orange-flower water,
Mix thoroughly.
To Seal Letters Safely,—A letter

fastened with the white of an egg can
not be opened by the steam of boiling
water like vrdinary gum. The heat of
the steam only adds to its firmness.
A Good Tonic for the Hair. — Five
grains =ulphate of quinine, 1 drachm
vinciure of cantharides, 1-2 ounce bay
rum. 2 drachms glycerine, waler Lo 3

ounces. Mix thoroughly, and ~hake
the boitle before using.

After using an umbrella on a  wel
duy nevel leave Il open Lo dry, as it

causes the silk to erack, but stund the
umbrella with the handle downward 1n
a tin bath to drain, and when nearly
dry open for a few minutes.

Vhen decanters are staipned wilh
port wine they should be cleansed with
a wineglassful of warm water, 1o
which has been added a large tea-
spoonful of oxalic acid; shake the bol-
tle well, then rinse in clean lukewarm
wWihler.

To Remove Mildew on the Vine and
Other Plints —Finely powdered :ul-
phur sprinkled over the leaves and
wood of the vine effeciuslly destroys
mildew. and that without fire in the
greenhouse. The same neans hins
cared the hop mildew.

—

HEAVY HORSES.

—
Onre ia Svew Vork Beighing ®ver a Ton and
n Ball,

A rlfdﬁ:‘-d'th‘ l"'-.lilhllilllj recenlly an
New York is without =
heaviest horse in the world. e weizhs
This monster 1= 20 1-2
hands hiﬂ'h. and. nlthough oniy 5 years
old, measures 32 inches round the arm,
45 inches round the stifie or knee joant,
95 inches girth, ¥ 1-2 inches round 1 he
hip and 11 feet 4 inches in length It
was of perfect proportions, with a head
86 inches in length. A British dray
horse has been known to stand 18 hands
high and weigh nearly 18 cwi: wihile
one of Wombwell's menngerie horses
wis once shown at Oxford, measuring
17 hands 8 inches n height. The
Thames Bank Distillery at the Carg
Horse Parade of 1825 exhibited a han®-
some pair of bays, esch of which stood
18 hands high and weighed nearly a
ton. The weight of the average horse,

according to an suthority, is from 66,
pounds to 1,540 pounds,
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